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Nervous Prosperity Is a Disease.

ERELY being prosperous miakes many persons
| nervous. Women, having duties which, If not
fewer, are less compulsory, than those of men,

are peculiarly subjeet to this complaiot, Their

paysical strength is less, their nervous systems

wre more complicated, Scerelary Rool regrets
the deerease of country life on the ground that
nervous different from the old
been our civillzation. Mr
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Root thinks
dition of Ameri
Northern States, is exciting. Many
the United States are less troubled with insomnia abroad
When cable ecars, wilth gongs and erowds, rallways over
bead, packed streets, automaobiles, telephones, telegrams,
messenger boys, and the general machinery of haste ar
added, nervous tension extreme.  Sometimes ii
takes the form of a passion for late hours, and might be
called Somnophobia. The Somnophobisc is so keyed up
that he shrinks from the relaxation of sleep, or any othej
quietness. The love of excitement is often disinte-
grating as the love of drink. “Be not hurried away by
excitement,” says Epictetus, “but say, ‘Semblance, wait for
me a little. ILet me see what you are and what you repre-
sent.'” Many of our occupations wonuld hardly stand the
test of Epictetus. Emerson made the same point as Mr.
Root, when he said that Nature's comment is, “"Why so
bot, little man?' As wowmen are more responsible, just
now, than men, for increasing nervosity, one of our prob
lems is to make natural activitles attractive to them—not
work enough # exhaust them, but enough to keep themn
from being as restless as a fly under an exhausted re
ceiver. Pleasures, diversions, are never sufficient to form a
life. Responsibility is necessary to freedom. Thackeray,
langhing at the strivings of Werther, had his herolne, at
the end of the poem, go on cutting bread and butter.
Candide, after examining all possible worlds, decided that
the real thing was to cultivate a garden.—Collier's Weekly.
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Physical Training in the Schools.
BOUT the best thing that has yet been nit upon
} in connection with the public schools ig the ecare
that is being bestowed on the physical condition
§ of the children. In the larger cities of the
E [inited and to extent in Canada
hildren being examined for physical de-
Fects, and appropriate measares are being taken
to rewedy these as far as possible. 1f nothing more was
done than to promote the habit of deep breathing that
would be a hygieni¢ reform of the tirst importance. We
doubt if anything could be done by public authority that
wounld contribute more to the nealth and happiness of the
community. Until human beings are placed in full posses-
sgion of their plysical faculties and in full enjoyment of
their natural functions, they do not know how good a
place the world is. With more of genuine good health in
the world, more of something approaching physical per-
fection. there would be less craving for artlficial enjoy-
wents awd probably less eraving for wealth. If the schools
will, in addition to making the children practice deep
breathing, cultivate their speaking voices and teach them
to walk well, tlie effect in a few years will be marvelous.—
Montreal Star.
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The Law of Life.

ACK of work does turn men into tramps, but
it does not keep them tramps. The man and
the job cannot always keep apart unless the
§ nan so wishes. The proof is the fact that thou-
sinds of men have -been tramps and are no
ionger. And these men did not owe their es-
cape from tramphood to anything that anybody
did for them. They owed it entirely to themselves.

Taking his life through, the average tramp is such be-
cuuse he wishes to be—because he falls into the delusion
that it iIs easier to beg and steal than fo work. One of
thoge economic lulls known as hard times"” may have set
him to tramping. But, when this lull was over he did not
remain a tramp unless he wished to.

The individual human life, like
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the electrie current,
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seeks the line of least resistance. All men are prone (¢
take the line in life on which they can travel with leasi
effort. Man. like other animals, is naturally averse to
exertion not compelled by immediate necessity. In other
words, man is naturally lazy unless his foresight teaches
him and his will impels him to be industrious.

The habitual tramp is such because he lacks the will to
be otherwise. Sentimental philantbropists may be chal-
lengzed to produce a single tramp who, if his story were
truly known, could not be proved to have thrown away,
iecause it reaniped of him harder work than he was willing
to do, opporiunity after opportunity to escape frowm his
condition.

Civilization dees not produce the habitual tramp ol
sturdy begzar. He exists in civilization because it is too
falsely bhumane to compel him to work or starve, as sav-
1zery does. And it is a perversion of philanthropy to hold
that the tramp, or any other human being, is entitled te
iy place In civilization other tnan what his will to work
can achieve. Work is the law of life—Chicago Inter Ocean.

Evolution of Industrial Methods.

I believe tbhat industry among human beings
¥ is destined 1o pass through three phases—the

phases of competition, of organization, of emu-
4 lation.

Clvilization has spent thousands of years in
the competitive system. Out of a hundred busi-
ness men ninety-nine have failed—one hundred

business enterprises have landed ninety-nine men with
broken hearts, broken hopes, and one man with money in
his pocket and a broken digestion.

jompetition encouraged the merchaut lo sell adulterated
goods, bogus goods, worthless goods. It encouraged him
to pay his employes as little as he could in order to com-
pete with others who hired employes, and to charge his cus
tomers as much as he could.

The competitive system is now dying a slow death.

Already the systemn of organization has arrived, and the
trusts represent this system,

It is crude and seliish, it takes for a few big organized
pirates the enormous sums that used to be distributed
among a great many little ecompetitive pirates,

But orzanization, even under trust management,
step in the right direetion

The trust that i3 combining the nation’s industries inte
4 few companies paves the way certainly and surely for
natenal ownership

Is 3

When one man, or half a dozen men, shall own all the!

railroads, there will be an interference by twe people sooner! . ..

or later. When one man, or a few men, shall own all the
steel mills, all the coual mines and all the oil wells, all the'
street ear lines—there will be mterference by the l)eo;:le‘
sooner or later.

When it is clearly proved that one man, or a few men,
can run the business of the nation, that the much vaunted
competition is not the life of trade but an indication o
savagery, then the people will say to the one man, or tha
few men, “We, the people, will own the business of the
peeple, and not you, an individual.”—New York Journal,

Anglo-American Arbitratior.
SOME of the United States newspapers sug
gest the desirability of am arbitration treaty
between Britain and that country. similar te
that recently made between Britain and France
Everything that looks in the direction of lessen-
ing the danger of war, and establishing the
pacific plan of settling international disputes by
fair argumentation before a competent and impartial tri
bunal, instead of by “the stern arbitrament of the sword,”
should have the support of all right-thinkine men. The
tendency shown among the nations to discuss such peace
ful methods, aud in some cases to adopt them, is a sign of
the times for which we ought to be thankful. It is an evi-
dence of the development of the Christian consciousness
which, when It reaches its full development, will toleratg
war no more. It may seem a far ery yet to the day when
“the kindly earth shall slumber, lapt in universal law.” bul
it is coming. By all means the two great English-speaking
nations should show a good lead in this direction.—The
Christian Guardian.

ONE OF DOWIE'S STORIES.

An 014 Scotchman Who Went Throang
Bankruptcy.

John Alexander Dowie is opposed ta
the bankruptey laws, which he regards
as dishonest. Mr. Dowie holds that if
a man owes a debt he owes it till it is
paid, and no law on earth ean absolve

Tue accompanying illustration looks as much like

does a fork, but the combination makes
kitchen service.
pieces of meat during the process of cooking.
usual handle, with a tube or sleeve fitted therein,

nut to canse the screw to revolve with the handle.

In operation the tines are driven into the meat to the proper distance,
and the handle is then turned to canse tk. spiral serew to engage or twist
into the meat, giving a firm and reliable connection between the fork and the
To remove the fork, release the screw by turning the handle in the

meat.
reverse direction.

The advantages of the fork are apparent, for with it a piece of meat
or a fowl of any size can be handled with great ease without fear of tearing

the meat or of dropping the same,

a very excellent arrangement for
It is particularly designed for turning and lifting large
The fork
the tines
the outer end of the tube, and a rod passing through the tube and handle
and earrving at one end the spiral serew, and the other end secured by a

bim from it. In his hotel one after-
noon, during his New York campaign,
Mr. Dowie told a reporter a bankrupt-
¢y story.

“In Scotland, where 1 cowme from,”
he said, “there used to live an old man
named Fergus MacGregor. Fergus car-
ried the bankruptey law to its logical
conclusion, and proved, unconsciously,
its fallacy. '

“The old man was a chandler. He
ot into difficulties, failed, went
through the bankruptey court, and was
let off at the rate of 5 shillings to the
pound. Permission was given him,
that is to say, to liguidate each just
| debt of £1 by the payment of only 5
shillings.
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FISHES THAT FLY FOR LIFE.

Interesting Scenes While Voyaging in
the Gulf of Mexico.

“Watching the flying fish in the Gulf
of Mexico is one of the favorite pas-
times of persons who make the voyage
across the Gulf for the first time,” said
an observant man, “and the habit is
not an uninteresting one, for there is
muech to be learned, much that is new
and attractive to the stranger. There
is something particularly fascinating
about the fiying fish in the Gulf of
Mexicod

“During the trip recently we ran
into great schools of them between
here and Vera Cruz and it was diffi-
rult not to believe at times that they
were simply making sport of the big
vessel that was plowing through the
blue waters of the Gulf. They would
dart across the bow of the ship, scam-
per this wey and that, and seemed to
be in a p'ayful mood all the while.
They looked like animated sprays,
mere flashes and splashes of water;

women

ings.

mies.

while.
“It 1Is

now taking this form, now that, now
shooting along with the course of the
ship; now bounding out from the ves-
sel's side, and all the while apparently
conscious of the faet that men and
were watching them.
seemed to take somewhat of pleasure
from the enjoyment of the human be-
But, of course, they were busy
with other problems.
pleasant business either.
matter of life and death with them. |
They were being pursued by their ene- |
The only way they could escape
was by leaving the water for a while.
The enemy has not learned this little
trick of flying. and consequently could
not follow when the flying fish spread
their wings and soared in the air for a

remarkable what distances
these delicate members ¢an go on their
poorly trained wings. I have seen them
fly as far as two city blocks.
interesting little fellows, and they al-
ways draw the attention of the tourist
and the stranger in Gulf waters.”

“Well, Fergus was a happy man
swhen the order of the court was an-
nounced to him. He paid all he owed
at once. He said he saw his way clear
to growing rich. And next morning
he started out to do a little shopping
for his wife.

“He went to the grpcer's and bought
potatoes, tea, oatmeal, sugar, eggs, and
not al%0 forth, to the extent of £2. At the

) iend, taking up his parcels, he laid
was a, s : [
down 10 shillings in payment.
“‘Fergus, man, this is not right’
| said the grocer. “Your bill is £2, not
1) shillings.’ :

“+0Oh, yes, that's all right,” said Fer-
gus. ‘l have permission from the judge
to pay 5 shillings in the pound.’

“Fergus, you see, thought that the
judge’s order was to hold good for the
rest of his natural life, and it was a
hard business to convince him to the
contrary. What I say is, why shouldn’t
the order have held good? Why isn't
it as right to pay future debts at the
rate of 5 shillings to the pound as to
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pay past onest?”

TO ST. VALENTINE.

Valentiue! Saipt Valentine!
A pligrim to thy hely shrine,
Hebold 1 come!
Footsore, and very heavy-laden
ecause of love for one small malden,
My lips are dumb.

0O Valentine! Salint Valentine!
Thou Evow'st this little mald of mlne,

This daluly sweet, l

So pure and fair that when she passes
Our gray eold world grows green
grasses
Beneath her feet;

with

That everywhere her dear face shows
The west wind takes It for a rose
Just newly born.

O grant, sweet Salnt, that to her know-

ing
But fragrance soft and bloom be showlng,
Glve wme the thorn!
s, )

Oh. Phyllis falr! Oh, Phyllls young!

I would mine were o poet's tongue
That I w:ight sue;

That I might sing in golden numbers—

To wake vour heart from out its slumbers—
My love for you.

Ye¢t—no, dear heart! The years will bring
A swedcter song than 1 eould sing;
S0 Blumber on
You will awaken to discover
When he sha!ll come—that happy lover,
Aud 1 2m goue
New York Independent
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: kunt Kadeline’s Valantine, :
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tion? It's preposterous! If you

& don't make her give up that peor

fellow and accept Rufus Clark, I'll have
no more to do with any of you. 1 go
to-night unless the girl gives in. She's
vour daughter; make her obey!” And
Aunt Madeline walked out of the room,
leaving her niece—gentle, helpless Mrs.
'rice—in despair, for well she knew that
her persuasions were powerless with loy-
al Kitty I'rice.

Kitty, the eldest of the widow's four
children, had been Aunt Madeline's pro-
tege for yveurs. Ever since her father's
death the child had beenclothed and edu-
cated by this aunt of Mr. Price's, a child-
loss widow, who, to be near her darling
Kitty, had for the last three years board-
ed with Mrs. Price, her liberal payment
well-cliosen  gifts helping out the
straitened income in a way all
of them appreciated. That Aunt Made-
line “should go™ mennt that Jack must
lenve sehool and go to business, that the
liztle ones conld have no new suits that
that only bare
perhaps not
felt afraid

IKitty's choice

e e e e e e e e

ND the girl elings to this silly no-

and

wiilow's

necessities could
even these. Yet
interfere fur-
of a hushand.
that the rich Rufus Clark
to others tally as good a man,
ki, and devoted, Herbert
Funtiey, who had a small salary and no
lut Kitty unfortu-
! [Herbert Rufus ap-
peared on the field, and she did not be-
lieve her annt Madeline, who assured her
it Herbert wonld *“take to drink,” or

support herself and her family
afler o faw venrs.

Anar Madeline had made a love mateh
had not turned out well.
had been loved by a rich man,
one who, if not poor, was not
Messed with mueh of this world’s goods.
She persisted in marrying her choice, re-
verses had come, and he, a weak charae-
ter. conld not bear trials, resorted to
stimulants to cheer him up, and at last
wis for years dependent upon his wife
for his home and support. The rich lov-
never married, and just when Mrs.
Joree (Aunt Madeline) was preparing to
o to work to exrn her own support, he
dievl. leaving his oune love his large for-
tune.  Jwdging by her own experience
Aunt Madeline had some excuse for ad-
voerting marryving for money instead of
for love: but *all lovers dou't turn out
so,”” IKKitrty argued, and was sure that
m:anly Ilerbert, who had supported his
sister for vears and was thoroughly tried
by repeatad disappointments and re-
verses, was very different from weak,
vacillnting Henry Joyee.

1 won't give him up. I ouvght not to.
[ ean’t.” the girl was just repeating,
when her gentle mother knocked at her
door. Mrs, Price was one of those wom-
en who never entered a child's room with-
ont knocking. She respected each one's
privacy, and perhaps it was for that rea-
son that her children confided so fully in
her. taking her as their one confidant.

“("ome in, Motherdy. 1 can see Aunt
‘\Iadeline has been tormenting you again.
Why doesn’t she come to me instead of
worrying you? I think it mean, and I've
1 wood mind to tell her so.”

“You won’t have n chanece, my dear;
yvour aunt is going to leave to-night.”

“Leave! for good? O mother! and I
have done this when yon need the help
<he gives so much! 1 wish " and Kit-
tv's voice sounded so hesitatingly that
Mrs, Price ventured one last appeal

“Nitty, dear, it is n sacrifice, and one I
cannot ask of you, but if you make it of
vourr own free will you are doing a great
¢l nnselfish thing. Rufus Clark wonld
ake Jim into his employ, vour aunt
would see Jack through college, Minnie
would have a luxurious home with you,
moving in the best society, if anything
happens to me—and Rufus is as good as
Herbert—I cannot but think your liking
wonld soon grow as warm for him as for
vour early love.”

The girl's face was white and fixed.
She loved her brothers and little sister
jevotedly, and then, too, had not her dy-
ing father begged her to be a true elder
sister to them? He might have fore-
seen some trial like this, for only a day
or two before he died he said to Kitty,
when she sat alone with him.

“My girl, you have a hard lot before
vou—the eldest daughter of a poor
widow—you may have to sacrifice a
hright future for the sake of your orphan
brothers and sister: but do it cheerfully,
hravely, and unselfishly and God will
make such sacrifice work out for you a
far more exceeding and eternal weight
of glory.”

These words seemed ringing In the
poor girl's ears. She must not drive
Aunt Madeline from her mother. She
must not deprive her brothers of Rufus’
aid, or Minnie of the safe refuge she
could command for her if she gave up
[Herbert. With pale lips, the girl said:
“Wait a moment, mother; 1I'll speak to
Aunt Madeline; only let me sit alone a
while.”

The mother, frightened at the girl's
looks, yet knowing how good and true a
nan Rufus Clark was, left the room,
though longing to uphold her girl in her
irst decision, and Kitty sat alone, not
wavering now, only waiting until it
should grow dusk that her face might not
betray her.
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in Hardin County, Kentucky, February 12, 1509.

Died

Meanwhile Mrs. Joyce was packing
her trunks and boxes, for she was a de-
termined woman, and meant to keep her
word. A friend had repeatedly urged her
to come and keep “old maids’ hall”

ler, and sometimes when the boys were |

particularly quarrelsome and noisy Aunt
Madeline had felt
had hinted as much

|

often sald she

inelined to aceept,
to Miss Mills,
would expect her *“‘at nny
"'ll"-

who
time.” So pow she telegraphed to
ton that she was to come by the nizht
train, and went
threatened to

deculed she would

that
:"‘"-i'l'

compnnetion

wheln: her.

not

pack all, but send or come for the rest, |

and thought with relief that she need
not sort over her old mementoes of for-
mer days:; but there was one paper she
must get at and take with her.
turned over a box full of papers
came across a pink envelope, worn and
faded. but ome that in its day was evi
dently chosen for its beauty to hold some
dainty message.

“Harry's valentine! poor fellow, poor
fellow! My own loving Harry?” and she
opened the faded envelope with fast-
falling tears. It was not Henry Joyce,
the drunkard, of whom she thought; it
was her bonmie lover of those long years

back. She seemed to be standing again,

she

a loving, trusting girl of eizhteen, and to |
see his blue eyes so full of love, so beau-

titul and true to her, beaming upon her,
as he said:

“I wrote it myself, Pet, and 1 want
you to keep it always—from your Val
entine.”

“Always—forever!” she had answered,
with a blush. Ah, there is always one
that gives, and one that takes, in love
affairs. If she had been the giver, pour-
ing out her very life in devotion and
gacrifice for him, had she not found a
wonderful secret happiness, even in her
pain?
past life different? She pressed the fad-
ed valentine to her lips.

“Aunt Madeline, 1 have come to say
vou need not paek your things. I'll give
;nr——l'l] marry Rufus Clark. Herbert
will understand, poor fellow. Do stay,
Avnt Madeline!”

“Stay! who talked of going?

L

over my things on a rainy afternoon’ (it

was I-r-I'E--i'li_\' dry outside, hut the old

lady was hard put to it), “to take it for |

Rufus

eranted T am going! And as for
(lark. let him go, my child, let himn go!
1 sippose you want Herbhert,
for and ir
and the old ].‘I-i}"H voice grew tender and
“(rod will

annther.

it's for worse, dear,

WOrse,

help you., as he
A
Il‘;f"

alwavs the

solemn, has
?:(‘EILPI’I 0
marriages are
some one must bear sustain
the feehle ones. Keep your Herbert, as
vou love him, and God bless you.”

. The zirl longed to say, “DBut Herbert
there won’t he

in our marriage,”

many

happiest

truest—

not

with and

is not feeble, and
‘worse,” but all "better.
but she was wise, and let the old lady
have the floor.

“There, this old valentine
me—mere doggerel, 1 suppose, the lines
seem to you;"” and Aunt Madeline read
the verses to Kitty, which were doggerel,
and probably only slightly altered from
some old book, to suit the lover's pur-
pose. “Mere doggerel; but keep your
valentines, dear, when they come from
your true love; they may keep you from
being a heartless, meddlesome old
wretch, and separating two true hearts,
as I came pear doiug.”

Kitty's mother went down to the tea-
table with bread. It would be almost as
bad to learn that Aunt Madeline was to
stay and dear Kitty sacrificed, as to bid
good-by to their one well-to-do relation.
To her surprise, Kitty and Aunty entered
the dining room together, the young girl
beaming and blushing, the old lady with
a tender light in her eyves, and a delicate
flush on her withered cheek.

“It's al right, Motherdy,” said Kitty.
jovounsly. “Aunty isu’t goinz away, and
I needn’t marry Rufus. He'll have to
wait for Minnie!”

“But—I—"" began Mrs. Price, wonder-
ingly.

“Mother, St. Valentine shall be my
patron saint hereafter!”

At which speech Aunty’s flush deepen-
ed, though she tried to come down grace-
fully from her former attitude,

“1 still think Kitty is foolish, but time
will teach her her folly!” and no oue
argued to the contrary.

The wedding came off on St. Valen-
tine’s day, Kitty declaring that the saint

at Washington, D. C., April 15, I865.

with |

to work at her packing |
to keep down the feelings of regret and |

over- |

As she -r

Would she even now have her| 7 W.

What |

nonsense!* Just because I choose to look

i 1
for betler, |

nny |

conquered |

- — — ————_

would bring them luck. Minnie wore her
|ﬁr~<: “long dress,” and Mr. Clark seemed

much struoek with her wonderful re-
semblance to the bride that Aunty may
still have of her nieces *“‘married
well.” Herbert in spite of Auant Made-
“for bet-
[{# may nev-
and honora-
anniversary
which is

S0
one

line's fears, seems altogether
ter” and not “for worse.”
or be rich, but
amd on each
| he gives his wife a valentine,
carefully treasured. PBut Kitty begs in
vain for the faded pink envelope and ita
“I'll leave it to yon, dear,”
Anunty, on the third anniversary of
| Kitty's marriage, “but as I live
I'll keep my one valentine, May yours
| hnve only sweet memories enshrined In
_ Mine., thongh precions, tells a
r mixed tale of sorraw, hope. almost de-
S[Air. But, throuzh it all, tri-
umphs."”

And Kitty, remembering the dying
hedl, where the poor weak man had re-
pented of his wasted life, felt that even
Annt Madeline's choice had not been so
uiterly a mistake as some would insist.
—The Housewife.
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LINCOLN’S LAW PARTNER.

Hiram W. Beekwith, from 18568 ta
I8G1 a partner of Abraham Lincoln. died
recently at St Luke's hospital in Chi-

seed 720 M.

Beckwith's fathes

Was of the
I1lingis,

A Zo,

& » olle

|‘ &7 2 pioneers of
i T : having helped te
i founil the towmn eof
Danville in 1818.
Young Beckwith
stidied law undes
Ward 1I. Lameon,
who was marshal of
the District of Co-
lumbia during Lim-
coln's administea-
tion. He was a close friend of Lincelm
and later became his resident partner at
Danville, while Lincoln was a circunit
lawyer.

From 1837 to 1902 Mr. Beckwith was
| president of the State Historical Society.
He was compelled to re<izn in the latter
vear on account of illness. He left a
widow and two sons.

BECKWITH.

Laincoln and the Dying Soldier Boy.
One day in May, 1863, while the great
war was raging hetween the North and
'the South, President Lineoln paid a visit
to one of the military hospitals, says an
hange. He had spoken many cheer
to the wonnded
proceeded through the various
and wow he at the bedside
of a Vermout boy about sixteen vears of
gze, who lay there mortally wounded.

Taking the dying thin, white
hands in his own, the President said. in
| a tender tone, “Well, my poor boy, what
ean I do for you?”

The young man looked up into the
President’s Kkindly face and asked:
“Won't yon write to my mother for me?”

“That I will," answered Mr. Lincolng
and calling for a pen, ink and paper, he
seated himself by the side of the bed
and wrote from the boy's dictation. It
| was a long letter, but the President be-
trayed no signs of weariness. When it
was finished, he rose, saying: “I will
post this as soon as I get back to my
office. Now is there anything else I can
do for you?”

The boy looked up appealingly to the
President.

“Won't you stay with me?” he asked.
*“I do want to hold on to your hand.”

Mr. Lincoln at once perceived the lad’s
| meaning. The appeal was too strong for
him to resist; so he sat down by his side
{and took hold of his hand. For twe
I hours the President sat thers patiently
as though he had been the boy’s rathu:

When the end came he bent over and
| folded the boy’s thin hands over his
| breast. As he did so, he burst into tears;
| :nd when, soon afterward he left the
| hospital, they were still Streaming down
| his cheeks.
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Unnoticed.

“You say you saw my sister at a
recent wedding?’

“Yes. It wasn't very long ago.”
“But T don’t remember that
mentioned seeing you.”

“Very likely. I was o the
groom.”"—Cleveland Plain Dui‘:’n

ghe




